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saving faith. One of their preachers was a man
of unblushing profligate life: the details of his career
will not bear relation. Mr. Hawker used to mention
some scandalous acts of his to his co-religionists, but
always received the cool reply: 'Ah! maybe; but
after all he is a sweet Christian.''
A favourite performance in a Bryanite meeting,
according to popular report, is to 'hunt the Devil
out.* The preacher having worked the people up
into a great state of excitement, they an* provided
with sticks, and the lights are extinguished. A
general melee ensues. Every one who hits thinks lie
is dealing the Devil his death-blow; and every one
who receives a blow believes it is a butt from the
Devil's horns.
Mr. Hawker had a capital story of one of those
meetings.
The preacher had excited the people to a wild
condition by assuring them lie saw the Devil in
person—-there! there! there!
'Where, where is he?J screamed some of the people.
eShall I hit 'un down with my umbrella?' asked a
farmer.
'He'll burn a great hole in it if ye do/ said his
wife; 'and I reck'n he won't find you another.*
Sticks were flourished, and all rushed yelling from
their pews.
'Where is he? Let us catch a glimpse of the end of
his tail, and we'll pin him.*
The shouting and the uproar became great.
'I see 'un, I see *uri!* shouted the preacher; and,
pointing to the door, he yelled, 'He is there!*
At that very moment the door of the Bryanite
meeting-house was thrown open and there stood
R	, the dreaded steward of Lord —, with his
grey mare. He had been riding by, and astonished
at the noise, had dismounted and opened the door to
learn what had occasioned it,

